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H E Great, the Good, the Wiſe, in every Age, 
Hawe' made a' moral Mirrour of the Stage; 'Y 
While, to the Shame and Spite of taſteleſs Fools, 1 
Terence ful reigns a Clalſic in our Schools : 5 7. 
But now the DRAMA fears a ſad Decline, ; 1 
And peewiſb Hypocrites its Fall combine. | . 
From Stage to Stage, behold our Author toſi d, 
And but for you, his Genius cruſh*d and loft. 
No Wilks, no Booth !* his Labours to reguite, 
He here takes Shelter, ſtudious to delight. 
But to'our FARCE I has a double Aim, 
To honour Wedlock, ani tut Fools to Shame ; 
Folly and Prejudice, too near a Kin, | 
Supply pert Coxcombs with eternal Grin ; 
So infinite] 8 is their Mirth, __ 
"They ll Fidicult one's very Place of Birth, 
And cry, An honeſt Yorkſhire-Man ! a Wonder ! 
But let them Jboot their Bolts, let Blockheads blunder. 
The glorious. Heroes of the Yorkſhire Line, 
To Times laſt Period ſhall in Annals ine 
While fland"ring Slaves, æuho would thoſe Honours blot, 
Shall unreparded live, — and die Forgot. | 
Mean and unmanly is ſuch partial Spite, 
Avwerſe ta Nature's . to Reaſon's Light ; : \ x 
All Fellow-GC reatures, ſure, ſhould ſocial be, | £ 
Nay, even to Brutes we owe Humanity. | 
Our Author aves in Virtues Cauſe engage, 
In hopes to make her ſhine upon the Stage; © 
A modeft Entertainment aue intend, - 
Willing to pleaſe, yet fearful to offend ; ' = 
dudalge us therefore, if you can't commend. FEY 
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Actors Names. 


Af the THEATRE in the Hay- Market. 


© Gaylove, a young Bartifter in 2 : ; 5 
Love with Arbella. a [ Mr Satay. 
< Muckeworm, Uncle and Py t 
diam to Arbella. Mr. . 
Sapſcull, a Country Squire, in- N 
tended for Arbella. I Mr. Epe. 


Slango, Servant to Gaylove, an 2 M 
Arch Fellow. $ r weave 


Green, 
'*Blander, Servant to Sa 107 A 
Clown. * 3 Mr. Topping. 
Arbella, Niece to Muckworm, Þ Mrs. Cantrel, 
in Love with Gaylove. 


| Gull, her Maid, 2 pert.One.. Mrs. Pritchard. 


5 91 : * * - — 


At the TuraraE in Goodnan's- Fields. | 


Gaylove, Mr. Keil 1 
Muckworm, Mr. Norris. 
Sapfſeull, | Mr. Barn. 
Slango, Mr. Woodward. 
Blunder, Mr. Dove. 
Arbella, © | Miſs Gerrard. 


--Combruſh, s . Mrs, Roberts, 


THE 


f 1 2 | pm 2 8 11 
Honeſt VOoRRSHIRE-MAx. MW 
One ORRSHIRE-M AN. 


— 


SCENE, an Apartment in Muckworm', Houſe. 
. -Arbella, -Combraſh:: ..- © ©* 
AIR I. By Signior' Porpora. 
WW 
= Entle Cupid ! ſeek my Lover, _ 
| Waft a thouſand 5 s from me; 
- All my tender Fears diſcover, | , 
> Bid him haſte |—  — 
O bid him haſte, and ſet me free, 
e Combruſh 8 
Comb. Ma am. 3 
Arb. No News from Gaylode yet ? 
Comb. Not a Tittle, Ma'am. 
Arb. It quite diſtracts me. | 
Cimb. And every Body elſe, Ma'am; for when you 
are out of Humour, one may as well be out of the 
World. Well! this Love is a ftrange Thing ; when 
once it gets Poſſeſſion of a young Lady's Heart, it turns 
her Head quite topſy-turvy, and makes her out of Hu- 


mour with.every Body I'm ſure I have Reaſon to 


ſay ſo. 


* 


1 


$ 


Cenb. AH I cath tell you, Ma'am, is, That hes 
ſtark ſtaring Mad for Love of you. But this confound- 
ed Uncle of yours—— | | 


Arb. Prithee leave your Nonſenſe, and tell me ſome⸗ 
thing of Gay love. | | 


Cont, 
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ſhe Honnef Yor EkSHIRE-MAN. 


Comb. Has zuſt receiv'd News of the Arrival of a 
rich Country Squire out of Yorkfbire z which. Country 
Squire is cut out for your Huſband. 
Arb. They that cut a Haſband out for: -me,'ſhall cut 
bim out of better Stuff, I aſſure you. f 


AIR II. In vain, dear C Hie. 


Shall T ſtand ſtill and tamely ſee, 
Such Smithfield Bargains made of me? 
IL not my Heart my own ? 
. Thate, I ſcorn their clowniſh 'S 
Nor Lord, nor Duke, do I de $2 
But him I love alone. 


Comb. Well ſaid, Ma'am, I love a Woman of Spirit. 


AIR III. Hark! away, tis the merry ton'd Horn. 
2 Should Women ſo much be.contxouPd ? 
y ſbould Men with our Rights make ſo bold? 
2 the Battle tavixt Sexes be try ]], 
We ſhall ſoan prove the ſtrongeſ Side. 
Iden fland to your Arms. 
And truſt to your Charms, 
Soon whining, and jining, 
be Men auill purſue ; 
Bat if you grow tame, 
They'll] but make you their Gaze, 
And prove perfect Tyrants X 
If once they ſubdue. 


* 
wo 5 


„ | Exe, 
"SCENE, a Street near the Houſe, | 
-: Gaylove-and Slango. 


Cay. No Way to get at her? 
Shang. The Devil a Bit, Sir; old Muchæverm has cut 
Soff. all eee But I have worſe News to tell 
vou 
05 _ "That's impolible. | | 
"Shaw: Your. Miſtreſs is to be married. 26-andther; 
and that quickly, 
'a.Gayl. Married! Aon forprize me; to wem? 


Slang. 


Xx 0 


of a very great Eſtate. 3 
Gay. Confufion! Can ſhe be ſo falſe? To Sapſeull ! 
I know him well, of Sapſcull- Hall was born with- 
in a Mile and a half of the place; his Father is the 
greateſt Rogue in the County, the very Man I am now 


Dye Honeſt Yor xenrre-MAN. "7 1 
Slang. To Squire Sqp/cull, a Yorkſhire Gentleman, 
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ſuing for what my late Brother mortgag'd to him, when 4 | 


I was Student at Cambridge. Is he not content to with- 
hold my Right from me, but he muſt ſeek to Fob me of 
the only Happineſs F defire in Life? 

AIR IV, The Charms of Forimel. 
I; ; = 
My Charming Arabell, 
To make the mine ſecure, 
What would not I endure ? 


"Tis faſt the Pow'r of Tongue to tell, 
- The Love I bear my Arabell, . 
8 5 „ 
No Human Force ſhall quell, 
My Paſſion for my Dear, 
Car Love be tuo fincere ? . 


' Pd faoner. take of Life Farewel, 
Than of my dearerft Arabell. 


Is there no way to · prevent this Match? You were 4 


not us*dto be thus barren of Invention. 
Slang. Nor am I now, Sir; your humble Servant 
- has invented already, and ſuch a Scheme !- 
.. Gayl. How! which Way, dear Slango?  _ © 
. Slang. Why thus, —— I muſt perſonate Arbella, 
;{with. this ſweet Face) and you.her. Uncle, under which 
Diſguiſes we may intercept the Country Squire, and 


get his Credentials ; equipt with which I leave an f 


to gueſs the reſt, N 
Gayl. Happy Invention! Succeſs attend it. 2 
Slang. Lcan't ſay Amen; though I'd do any Thing 


to ſerve · you. Do yau know the Reſult, Sir? no leſs f | 


L 
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Y Th: For Tork imine Man, 


than the Forfeiture of your dear Liberty. Have you 
forgot the Song of the Bog and the Bone ? 


Tune, -H# her the bright G od of Day. 
| * 


F boe er to a Wife 7 88 
I Ina, for his Life, 
Fr pla®&®d in moſt wretched Condition: 8 
ho* plagu d with her Tricks, 
Like a Bl; er /be flicks, 
And Death is his! on Phy/icien, 
And Death is his only Ph fic cian, 


II. 
To trifie and tay, 
May give a Man Joy, 
N ben eee by Lowe, &" by randy 3 
But, obere is the Bliſs in 
| Our Conjugal King, 
Then Paſſion is prompted by Duty, 
N ben Paſſion is prompted by Duty. 2 
- "BEE. | * 
The Cur who poses 
Of Mutton the beſt, 9 
A Bone he could leave at his Pleaſure: 
But if to his Tail 
Tis ty'd without Fail 
Hen 2 'd and flags d beyond Meaſure, 
He's harraſt'd and plagu'd beyond Meaſure. 


_ "Gayl, I am now of a contrary Opinion: Vice looks 
ſo hateful, and Virtue ſo amiable in my Eye, eſpeci- 
ally as tis che read Road to erde Happineſs, I am re- 


ſolv'd to purſue its Paths. A regular Life, and a good 
Wife for me. 


„ 


* 2 1 * 


8 5 The above 5 is akon from Mr. Por. : 
dale's Cure for a Scold, inſerted here by his Permiſſion, 


and very proper to be. ſung ig this a by Sango, for 


the future. 
AIR 


"The Honeft VokEKSHIRE- MN. 5 
AIR V. Anſwer to the above Song. | 
8 To the ſame Tune. 1 0 
8 | 
? | That Man who for Life, © - 
1s bleſt ina Wife, 8 81 
I ſure in a happy Condition; 
Go Things how they awill, 
Sha flicks by him ffill, I | 
1» Sbe's Comforter, Friend, and Phyſician, | 
„„ | N Þ 
11 | e = 


Pray where is the Toy, 
ToTrifie and Toy, 2 55 
Tet dread ſome Diſaſter from Beauty p 
But feweet is the Bliſi, N 
Of a Conjugal Ki, 8 
Where Love mingles Pleaſure with Duty, 
- Where &e. 15 r 


Onecextravegant Whore, 
Shall coſt a Max more, © W 
- Than taventy good Wines who are ſaving z | 
For Wives they will pure,” a — 
That their Children may ſhare, if 
But Whores are eternally craving. 3 1 
4 Bat, &c. 5 
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SCENE. another Street. 1 
+ Sapſcull and Blunder, ſtaring abaut. | 

apſ. Wuns-lent ! what a mortal big Place this ſame 
London is 5-ye*mun-ne'er ſee End on't;. for ſure; —— 
Houſen upon Houſen, Folk upon Folk one would 
. . admire where they did grow all of em. 4 
 Bluxd. Ay, Maſter, and this is nought to what you 

ſee an by; and ye go to Tower ye mun ſee great huge- 

_ - ous Ships as tall as Houſen : Then ye mun go to Play- 
houſen, and there be no leſs nor fix of em, a hopeful }| 
Company, o' my Conſcie ice! There you'll ſee your i 

. comical. Tragedies, and your Uproars, and Roaratori- 
- buſſes, and hear Fardinello, that fings Solfa better nor 


Cee Ce Ae TE I TI en oa Ing 


" Yro dene YokRsntke-MiN. 
our Miaifter ©roit-Men : And more nof that, ye mun 
ya your Choice ofthe pratileſt tides, ye eber ſet E'en 
On. 

Sap/. By th'Meſsp and I- be ſome body among em 
— 0 I will but how mun we find out this ſame 
Sir Penurious Muckworm ? 1 

Blund. Ye mun look to Letter for that. 

Sap/. Letter ſays, 'G-r-0-z Groz-ve-n-e-r- near 
'Grozveneer Square; but how mun ye know where this 
ame Grozveneer Square is? 

Blund. Why ye muniaſk Oſtler for that, he'll ſet you 
right for ſure: For your Lonion: Oſtlers are wiſer by 
Half than our Country Juſtaſſes. 

Sap). Ay, Blundor, ev'ry thing's fine in Londen. 


AIR VI. Loxton is a fine To Wie, 
ts e - ; "> 8 
„ O London rs 4 dainty Place, 
Agreat and gallant City, 
* Por all the Streets are n 
Aud ali * Folbs art witty. 
And there your Lords ww Ladies fine, 
% That ridean Coach and Six, __ 
<0 That nothing drink but Claret _ 
% And talk of Politichs. 
r | 
« Jud there*s your Beaux, with powder'd C oaths, 
. Beduub'd from Head to Chin; | 
0 Their Packet- Holes adoru d with.Gold, \ 
„But not ane Seuſe within. 
IV. 

% And there's the Engliſh Actor goes 
Vith nany a hungry Bel), 
% While heaps,of Gold are fore, God art, 

On Sagal, F arrinelli. 

* 
0 And there's your Ds of dainty Frames. 
„ With Skins as white as Milt, | 
E ew) Pry dd in Garments gay, 


aw” 


FE Af 


The Honef Voten tw. | 
5 Of Sabin, and of Silk. | 
VI. 


& And if your mind be fo inclin'd, 

& To have them in your Arms, 7 

« Pull out a handſome—— Purſe of Gold, Hr 
"2" bey can't refiſt its Charms, 


To thee Gaylove as Muckworm. 
E Welcome to London, dear Squire Sapſcull. 1 
hope yqur good Father's well, and all at Sapſcull- Hall. 


84%%/ Did yo c'er hear the like, Blunder? This old 


Gentleman e me as well: as I know myſelf, 
- [To Blunder ade. 


thing. 
Gay. I had Letters of your: coming, and Was reſolv'd 
to meet you, 


Sapſ. Pray, Sir, Who may you be, an of may be ſo 
bold? 


Gayl. My Name, Sir, is Muckworm. 

87 What Sir, Penterious Muckworm "2h 

Gayl. So they call me.» 

Sap/. Sir, if your Name be Fir Pennriexs Muzckavorm, 
my Name is Samuel Sapſcull, Jun. Eſq ; Son of Sir Sa- 
mue l Sapſcull of Sapſcull-Hall 1th* Eaſt Ri ding o. 


Yorkſhire. 
Gayl, Sir, I am no Stranger to your Family and Merit; 


for which Reaſon I ſent for you to Town, to marry my 


Niece with 6000/. F ortune, and a pretty Girl in the 
Bargain. 
Blund. Look ye there, Maſter.!. [ 4/ide to Sapſcull. 
Sa. Hold your Peace, you Blockhead. 
[ L/ide to Blunder. 


Gay. But how may I be ſure that you are the very 


Squire Sapſcull I ſent for? Have you no Letters, no 
Credentials ? 

Sap/. Open the Portmantell, Blunder Yes, Sir, 

I ha- „ all my Tackle with me. Here, Sir, is a 

Letter from Father: [Gives a Letter. 

here, Sir, are Deeds and Writings, to ſhew what you 


Blund. Ay, Maſter, yours Londeneers knows every " 


And 
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De Honeft Vox SUrRR-MaA = 
mun + WR to truſt to: And here, Sir, is Marriage-Settle- 
ment, ſign'd by Father, in fit Caſe young Genilewoman 
And I likes one another. 

Gay. Sir, ſhe can't chaſe but admire ſo charming a 
Perſon. There is but one Obſtacle that I know of, 
Sap/. What may that be, an I may be io bold? 
Gayl. Your Habit, Sir, your Habit. 
Sap/, Why, Sir, *twas counted wondrous fine in our 


Country laſt Parlementeering Time, 


Cc. O, Sir, but 'tis old faſhion'd now, and my 
Niece loves every Thing to the wp. top, of the Mode. 
But if you'll go a long with me, I'll equip you in an In- 


AR VII. Set by the Author. 


J. 
Come hit her, my Country Squire, 
Take friendly Inſtructions by me: 
The Lords ſhall admire, 
Thy Tafte in. Attire, 
The Ladies ſhall languiſb for thee. 


CHORUS. 


Such Flu 
. ies ng 
And Jaunting, 
Such F rolicking thou ſhalt ſee, 
1 Thou ne' er like a Clown, 
Shalt quit London's ſweet Town, 
To live in thine own Country. 
II,. 
A Shimming Diſ6 Hat provide, 
_ With lit*le more Brim than Lace 
| Nine Hairs on a Side, 
| To a Pig's Tail ty'd, 
Will ſet off thy joliy broad Face. 
Such Flanting, &c: 
III. 
Go get thee a Footman's Frock, 
- 4 Cuagel. quite up 10 thy Noſe, 
Then Frixx like a Shock,, | 
Jud. 


be Ehn Vous cnrxe-Max, 


Aud plaſter thy Block, | 
And buckle thy Shoes at thy Taes. 
Such F lanting, Sc. | | 
„„ - | | 3 
A Brace of Ladtei Sa ©. — 

Ty pleaſue thee ſpall ftrive, | 3 

In à Chaiſe and Pair, , 
The ry ſpall take the Air, | ; " 
And ſoy in the Box ſbalt drive, — 
Such Flanting, & 5 


Convert thy Acres to Gs, 
And ſaw thy Timber-Trees down, 


Abo d het ſuch Traſh, 
And not cut a Flaſh, 


Or enjoy the Delights of the Town, 3 
Such Flanting, &c. | (Exeunt, 


SCENE, an Apartments 
Arxbella and Combruſh. 
ATR VIII. Set by the Author. 


* 
Arb. In Hain you mention Phaſure 
To one confined like me, 
Ah what is Wealth or Treaſure 
C ompar 'd to Liberty ? 


8 . 5 
O thou for whom I langniſb, 
And dſt the fame for me, 


Relieve a Virgin's Anguiſh, RS 
And ſet a Captive free, TER 


70 them Muck wor̃ mn. 
Muck. Come, there's a good Girl, don't be ü in the 


Pouts, now. 

Comb. I think it's enough to put any young, Lady i in 
the Pouts, to deny her the Man ſhe likes, and force 
her to marry a great _— — Tike. In ſhort, 


Bits 


De Honeſt VoxksHIRE-Ma N. 
Sir, my Miſtreſs dont like him, and won't have him 
Nay, I don't like him, and tell you flat and plain ſhe 
ſhan't have him. 
- Muck. Shan't have him, Mrs. Snap-dragon ! 
Comb. No, ſhan't have him, Sir—if I were ſhe, I'd 
ſee who ſhould force me to marry againſt my Will. 
Muck; Was ever ſuch an impudent Huſſy; but I'l! 
tend you-packing. Get out of my Houſe, you ſaucy 
Baggage. 3 I | 
Arb. Sir, tho' you have the Care of my Eſtate, you 
. have no Command over my Servants: I am your Ward, 
not your Slave; if you uſe me thus, you'll conſtrain 
meto chuſe another Guardian. 
Muck. L Aide.) A Gipſey! who taught her this Cun- 
ning? I muſt haſten this Match, or loſe 1600/. by the 
Bargain. [To Arb.] What a Buſtle is here with a'peeviſh 
Love. ſick Girl? Pray, Child, have ycu learnt Ci 
Catechiſm? Do you know what Love is? 
Arb. Ves, Sir— | e 


AIR Ix. ſet by the Author. 


Love's a gentle generous Paſſion, 

Souree of all ſublime Delight, ' 
ben with mutual Inclination, 

Tavo fond Hearts in one unite. 


What are Titles, Pomp or Riches, 
If compar'd with true Content? 
That falſe Joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd we may repent, 
FP hen obtain'd, &C. 


2 . 
3 * : - Pez”. N * 
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| III. 
Lawleſs Paſſion brings Lexation, 
But a chaſte and conflant Lowe, 
I the glorious Emulation, 
Of the bliſsful State above. 
Of the, &c. 


r 


A 


Enter a Servant 


- —_— -—— 8 2 
1 4 ——_ * 
= N eee 3 * 


Tavo ond, &c. ; : i | 
| A II. | | e 


Sers 


** Pr 


e Tenne Mae 2 


Sr. Sir, one *Squire Sapſcull out of Tork/hire, deſires 
to ſpeak with you. 

Muck, I'm glad he's come——defire him to walk in 
[Servant goes out, and returns with Gaylove, areſs'd in 

Sapſcull's Cloaths. 

Gay/. Sir, an your Name be Sir Penurious Muckworm. 

Muck. Sir, I have no other,; may I crave yours? 

- Gay/. Samuel] Sapſcull Jun. Eq; 3 at your Lordſhip's 
Service. 

Muck. A very mannerly, towardly Vouth, and a 
comely one, I aſſure you. [To Arbella. 

Gay). Pray, Sir, an I may be ſo bold, which of theſe 
two pretty Laſles is your Niece, and my Wife, that mun 


Arb. What a brute is this? Before I'd have ſuch a 
. Wretch for a Huſband, I'd die ten thouſand Deaths. - 
luck. Which do you like beſt, Sir? 

Gay. Marry, and I were to chuſe, I'd tak'em both. 

Muck. Very courtly, indeed, 1 ſee the *Squire's a 
Wa 

Corb, Both! I'll aſſure you, Sauce-box ; the worſt is 
too good for you. 

IR X. S- loab'r, gentle Roſemary. 
I. 


thy boa new, Sir Clown, 4 af fe up for a Nit? 
 Gilly-Flow'r, gentle Roſemary 
IF here you ſhould wed, you're as certainly bit, 
As the Dew it flies over the Mulberry Tree. 
II. 
1 fark a fine Lady to Vi fe you ſhould take, 
Gilly-Flow'r, gentle Roſemary : 
Your Heart, Head, and Horns, ſhall as FRO" aa, 
As the Dew it flies over the Mulberry Tree. 
Muck. Inſufferable Aſſurance! affront a Gee ia 
my Houſe ! Never mind her, Sir; ſhe's none of my 
Niece, only a pert Slut of a Chambermaid. 8 
Gayl. A Chamber-Jade! Lord, Lord, how brave 
you keep your Maidens here in Lended ! Wuns- lent, 
ae s as fine as our Lady ä 1 
ck. 


- 


16 "Doe Honef . 


Muck. Ay, her Miſtreſs ſpoils her; but follow me; 
Sir, and I'll warrant you we'll 5 . and her 
Miſtreſs too. 


AIR XI. Set by the Author, 
| I. ä 5 
Gayl. Jam in Truth, ; Koh 
| 4A Country Touth, 
Unus*d to London F afbiox 3 F 
Yet Virtue guides, 
And [till preſide, 
O'er all my Steps and Paſſions :- 
No courtly Leer, | | 
But all fincere, PI 
No Bribe ſhall ever blind me; 
[you can lite, 
A Yorkſhire Tike, 
An honeft Lad you il find me. 
II. 


Tho' E naiy's Tongue, 
With Slauder hung, 
Dos * bely our County ; 
'o Men on Earth, 
Z oa of greater . wth, 
Or more extend their Bounty : ; 
Our Northern Breeze, 
With us agrees, 
And does for Buſineſs fit us. 
[ In Publick Cares, | 
| IrlLooes Aﬀairs, 
1 Vith Honour we acguit us. 
* | III. 
A netle Mind, 
Int er confin'd 
To any Shire, er Nation; 
He gains moſt Praiſe, _ 
I ho beſt diſplays, 
A gerrous Education, 
While Raucbur rouls, 
In narrow Souls, 


The Honeſt YoxKsnutRE-MAN. 17 
By narrow Views diſcerning, „ 
The truly Wiſe, 3 
Will only prixe; | | 
Good Manrers, Senſe, and Learning. | 
[All this Time Gay/owe does his utmoſt to diſcover 
himſelf to Arbella, but ſhe turns from him, and won't 
underſtand him.] 

Gayl. Well, an ye wunna fee, I cannot help it, 
Good-by-t'-ye, forſooth ; in the mean time, here's a 
Paper with ſomething in it that will clear your Lady- 
ſhip's Eye-ſight. [Throws down à Letter, and Exit, 

ſmiling] 

Arb. What can the Foo! mean? 

Comb. [Taking up the Lettter.] Madam, as T live, 
here's a Letter from Mr. Glove. | 

Arb. This is ſurpriſiing ! 

[ Szatches the Letter and reads, 
HO" this Diſguiſe is pit on to blind old Muckworm, 
I hope it will not conceal from my dear Arbella, the 
Perſon of her ever conſtant 
GAYLOVE, 

Blind Fool that I was! I could tear my Eyesout. 

Comb. Lord, Ma'am, whe the Duce could have 
thought it had been Mr. Gaylove. Well, our Maiden- 
heads certainly ſtood in our Lights this Bout. 

Arb. Hold your Prattle ; I have great hopes of this 
Enterprize, however, it carries a good Face with it; 
but whether it ſucceeds or no, I muſt love the dear | 
Man that ventures ſo hard for my Sake. 


AIR XII. Set by the Author, 


| | J. | 
That Man who beſt can Danger dare 
1s moſt deſerving of the Fair; 
The Bold and Brave we Women prize 
The whining Slave awe all my" 
17 he whining, &c. 


FE, 
Let Coxcombs flatter, cringe and lie, 
Pretend to tanguiſh, pine, and dit; | 
| | B3 „ Such 


W m. He Vounvarie Man? 
Such Men of Words my ſcorn ſhall be, 
The Man of Deeds is he Man for me. 
The Man, &c. [Exit. 
Comb, My Miſtreſs is inticel y in the right on't. 


AIRXIII. I had a pretty Laſs, a Tenant of my own. 
The Man that ventures faireſt, 
And furtheſt for my Sake, 
With a Fal, lal, la, &c. 
-+ TOs ſoonef of my Purſe, 
Ana my Perſon ſhall pertake, 
With a Fal, lal, la, &c. 
No droauſy Drone hall ever 
A Conqueſt make of me, 
But to a Lad thats clever, 
Hoaw civil could I be? 
With a Fal, lal, la, &c. | 
Enter Sapſcull dreft a- la- mode de Petit Maitre, Blun: 
der in a rich Livery, with his Hair tuck'd up, and 
powwder'd behind. 

Blund. Meſs, Maſter, how fine ye be; marry, be- 
lieve me, an ye were at Sapſcull- Hall, I dare os, Sir 
Samuel himſelf would hardly know ye. 

Sap/. Know me, marry, I don't know myſelf. 
[Surveying him/elf.]—I'm fo fine : And thou art quite 
another ſort of a Creature too. 7 urns Blunder about.] 
— Well, talk what ye liſt o“ Jor4/brre, I ſay there's 
. nought like London; for my Part, I don't care an 1 
ne ber ice the Face of Sagſcull- Halli agen. 

Blund. What need ye, an ye getten '6000/. with 
young Gentlewoman ; beſides, V ather has ty d Eſtate 
faſt enough to ve; An-I were as ye, I'd e'en bide 
here, and live as lofty as the beſt o“ em. 

Sap. Ay, Blunder, ſo I will, and ſee Bart ledom 
« Kar too. 

„Bund. That you mun not; for ! did hear em talk, 
„ at the Green Man at Barnet, as how the May's had 
„ cry'd it down. 

0 Sap/. How! cry'd down Bartledom Fair] What 
«A murrain is on good for then? I wou'gn' 9 

ere 
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* here and they'd gi't me—T thought to have had W. 


F un now. 
AIR XIV. "Bartholemew-Fair, | 


| J, s 
«« O Bartledom Fair, 
« Since thy Lord Mayor, 
« Has cry'd thee down; 
«© There's nought worth Regards 
& Pd not gtve @ Farding, | 


» * 


& For London Town, oy 


« Such Pork, ſuch Pig, 
Such Game, ſuch Rig, 
« Such Rattling there; 
% But all's done, 
« There's no Fun 

«« At Bartledom _ 

. Parewel all Joys, > EF. 
„ Prentice Boys, 5 
And pretty Maids ; a= 7-33 
Me Gountry and Court, '2 
% Hawe loft all their Sport, a 
« And Sheaw-Folks their Trades; EE 

< Nel, 10 als. | 

In @ generous Fit, . - 
* Would take Spouſy there; 

« But all's done, 

% There's no Fun, 


A, Bartledom Fair. 


To them, a Servant, well dreſsod. 
Srv. Gentlemen, I come from Sir Penurious Muck- 


2:07, I am his Servant, and wait on purpoſe to con- 


duct you to Mrs. Arbella's Apartment. 
Sap/. Servant! Waunds, ey you're iner nor your 
aſter. 
Serv. O, Sir that's nothing in London. 
SCENE, an Apartment, 


Slango N Arbella, Servant introducing aps 


ſcull and Blunder. 
Soph 
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Sap; Well, Forſooth, you know my Buſineſs ; few 
Words are beſt among Friends Is it a Match, or 
no? Say Ay, and I'll ſecond you. 

Slang. A very compendious way of wooing, truly. 
[4/ide.) J hope you'll ſpare a Maiden's Bluſhes, Sir; 
but Lard Gad you are too quick upon me. 

Sap. I means to be quicker yet, ay marry, and make 
thee quick too, afore I ha'done with thee. | 

Slang. I proteſt, Sir, you put me to ſuch a Nonplus, 
I don't know what to ſay. 

Sap/. Ne'er heed ; Parſon ſhall teach- thee what to ſay. 
For my Part, I ha' con d my Leſſon afore- hand. 

Slang. But will you love me ? 

Ses. Love thee? Lord, Lord, I loves thee better 
than I does my Bay-Filley; did you ne'er ſee her, For- 
ſooth ? Od, ſhe's a dainty Tit, and ſure I am, I 
loves her better nor I do nown F ather.— = Blunder, run 
and fet a Parſon. 

Slang. Mr. Blunder may ſave himſelf that Trouble, 
Sir, I have provided one already. 

Sap/. Why then let's make haſte, dear ſweet Honey, for 
J long till its over. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Gaylove and Arbella. 

AIR XV. Set by the Author. 

I. 

Gayl. Thou only Darling T admire, 
My Hearts Delight, my Souls Deſire; 
Poſſeſſing thee Pre greater Store, 
Than King to be of India's Shore. 

a II. 


Far every Woman were there Three, © 

And in the World, no Man hut me; 
J fingle you from all the reſt 

To ſweeten Life, and make me bleff. 


Arb. Well, I never was ſo deceiv'd in my Life 
How could you clown it ſo naturally? 
Gayl.What is it I would not do, for your dear Sake ? 


But, I intreat you, let's lay hold of this Opportunity, 


and put it out of Fortune“ Power ever to di- 


ride WS. | | | Arb, 
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Arb. What would you have me do ? | 4 
Gayl. Leave all tome. I hae left Conbruſb to a- 
muſe your Uncle, while à Fellow- Collegiate of mine, 
ka is in Orders, waits in the next Room to finaſh the 
4 | 

Arb. Do what you wil! with me: For in hort, 1 
don't know what to do with myſelf. | 
AIR XVI. The Nymph that undoes me. 

K. 


Arb. Let Prudes and C oquets their 3 conchah - 
With Pride, and with Pleaſure, the Truth Tree 
weal ; 
You're all 7 can wiſh, and all 7 defire 3 
So fix'd is my Flame it ne er can expire, | 
So fix*d is my Flame, &c; 
II. 
Gay. Let Rakes, and Libertines, revel and range; 
Paſſeſi'd of ſuch e what Mortal would 
chan 43 


You're the Source of my Hopes, T b geri ing of my 


| 975 
. A Fountain of Bliſs that newer can cloy. 
A Fountain of 2 &C, 


AIR XVIT. By Mr, Handel. 


[Gaylove and Arbella . 


Hou tranſporting is the Pleaſure, 
When #0 Hearts like ours unite? 
When our Fonaneſs knows no Meaſure, 
And no Bounds our dear Delights 
 [Excunts 


+ Eater Muckworm and Ces. 


Mac, Well! I forgive you: This laſt Action has 
made amends for all. I find a Chamber-maid is Prime 
Miniſter in Matrimonial Aﬀairs——And you ſay, they Þ 
are quite loving. 1 

Comb. Fond, fond, Sir, as two Turtles) But I beg 
you wou'd not diſturb *ems | hes : 

HER's 
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Muck, By no Means; let em have their Love out, 
e Fools ! 1 ſhall be glad, however, to ſee ſome of 
their little Fondneſſes: But tell me ſeriouſly, how do 
you like the Squire? 
Comb. Oh! of all Things, Sir; and ſo does my 
Miſtreſs, I aſſure ou. 
Muc. How that Scoundrel, Gaylove, will be diſap- 
ointed ! ! 

n Comb, He'll be ready to hang himſelf, (about her 
Neck) [ Afed'e e. 
Muck. They'll make Ballads upon him. 

Comb. 1 have made one already, and will fing it if 
you pleaſe. . 
Muck. With all- my Heart. 


l XVII. A Beggar got a Beadle. 
I 


There was a certain Uſurer, 
He had a pretty Niccs ; 
Nat courted by a Burri ger, 
ho was her doating Piece. - 
Her Uncle to prevent the ſame, 
Dia ali that in bin 8 


For avhich hes very much to blame, 
As ab good P _ I 


Cauntry "Squire a Ho aved, 
"This fair and dainty Dame; 
But ſuch Contraries in a Bed, 
Mou d be a monſ?rous 8 Jams , 
Jo ſee a Lady bright and gay, 
Of Fortune, and of Charms, 
So /hamefully be thrown away, 
Into a Looby's Arms. 
. 
Dye Lovers, thus di ſtractad, 
f ſet em on a Plot; 
Which lately has been ated, 
And—— ſpall I tell you what, kg 
The Gentleman di 175% himſelf 


2 f - * * 
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Like to the Country "Squire. 1 
Deceiw'd the old miſchievous EH, | 
And got his Heart's Deſire. . 

Muck. I dont like this Song. 

Comb. Then you don't like Truth, sir. 

Muck. What! dye mean to affront me ? 

Comb. Wou'd you have me tell a Lye, Sir? 

Muck. Get out of my Houſe, you Baggage. = 

Comb. J only ſtay to take my Miſtreſs with meg  _ *? 
and fee, here ſhe comes. . Po. 

To them Gaylove and Arbella. | 

Muck. So, Sir; you have deceiv'd me: but I'll pro- 
vide you a Wedding- Suit; a fine long Chancery Suit, 
before ever you touch a Penny of her Fortune. 8 

Gayl. Sir, if you dare embezzle a Farthing, III 
provide you with a more laſting Garment; a curious 
Stone Doublet: Vou have met with your Match, Sir; 
J have ſtudied the Law, ay, and practis'd it too. . 

Muck. The Devil take you, and the Law together 


To them Sapſcull and Slango. : 


-Hey Day! Who in the Name of Wonder 
have we got here ? 
Dn Only Squire Sapſeull, his Bride, and boobily 
an; 
Slang. Come, my Dear ! hold up your Head like a 
Man, and let him ſee what an elegant Huſband I have 


oy Bland Ay ; and let 'em ſee what a dainty Wife my 
Maſter has gotten. 
S Here's a pow'r of ine Folk, ſweet honey 
Wife! pray, who may they be? 
Slang. This, Sir, is Sir Penurious Fe 
Sap. No Honey ! I fear you are miſtaken. Sir Pe- 
nuricus is another guiſe ſort of a Man; an I miſtake 
not, he's more liker yon ſame Gentleman. 
Blund. Ay, ſo he is, Maſter. 
Slang. That ſame Gentleman was Sir Penuriens 
 Muckworm, ſome time ago, or now he's chang'd to 
George Gayleve, Eſq. 
UE | OT Gal. 
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Gayl, At your Service, Sir. 

Sap/. And who's yon fine Lady ? 

_ Gayl. My Wife, Sir, and x worthy Knight's 8 
Niece. 

Sapſ. Vour Wife! and that Knight s Niece ? why 
who a murraih have I gotten then? 
Gayvl. My Man, Slango; and I wiſh.you mach Joy. 
Sap/. Your Man, S/ango ! what have 1 married a 


| Man, -then ? 


Slang. If you don't like me, my Dear, we'll be di- 
vorc'd this Minute. | 

. Sap/. My Dear, a Murrain take ſuch Dears ! ? 
Where's my Writings ? Ill ha” you all hang'd for- 


| Cheats. 


Gayl. You had better hang yourſelf for a Fool. 


Go Home, Child, go Home, and learn more Wit. 


There's your Deed of Settlement ; 3 but asfor the Wri- 
tings, they happen to be mine, and kept fraudulently 
from me by your Father, to whom they were mort- 
gag'd by my late Brother. The Eſtate has been clear 
theſe three Years. Send your Father to me and III 


talk to him. This is but Tit for Tat, young Gentle- 


man. Your Father wanted to get my Eſtate from me, 
and I have got the Wite he intended for you. All's 
fair, Sir, | 
Muc. I ſay all's foul, and a damn'd Cheat; and ſo 
Pl make it appear. I [Exit in a Rage. 
Gayl. Do your worſt, Sir, you can't unmarry us. 


AIR XIX. Set by the Author. 
Arb, Now Fortune is paſt. its ſewers, 
My Paſiion, of Mertals ſi ncereſt, | 
Kind Heaven hes repaid in my Deareſt ; 
What Gifts can it greater beftoww ? | 
Gayl. True Lowe fhall thro Deftiny gaide us, 
Still conſtant whatever betide us, 
There's nothing but Death ſhall dicyide us, 
80 faithful a Fondneſs weil ſhow. 
| B © T H. 
By Cupid and Hymen united, 


e O 
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By Danger zo longer affrighted, 
- We'll live in each other delighted, 

| T he greateſt of Bl:ſſings | em 
Sap. What mun I do? I mun ne*er ſee Fathers 
'Face again. 

Gayl. Never fear, Squire, 1 I'll ſet all to rights; tho? | 
your: Father's my Enemy, I'm not yours: My Houle | 
ſhall be your Home, till I have reconcil'd you to your | 
Father; and for the Honour of 7, rogers, vu ſee you 
ſhan't be abus'd here. 

Sap/. Say ye ſo, Sir? Then I do wiſh you a Joy 
with all my Heart. 

 Blund. Ay, and ſo does Blunder too. 

Sapſ. Well, fin I ſee you be ſo happy in a Wife, 

Þ*1I not be long without one I aflure you. 
Gay/, You can't be happier than I wiſh vou. 
AIR XX. Set by the Author. f 
n | 
- | J. 
Gayl. Come learn by this ye Batchelors, : _— 
Pe. Come learn by this ye Batchelors, 
; _ #haleadunſettled Lives, + 
5 When once ye come to ſerious Thought, 


When once ye come to ſerious Thoughts 
„ There's nothing good Wives. 


| 
: 
| 
; 
k 
| 
; 


Arb. Come learn by this - "Maiden fair, 
Come learn, &c. 
Say [ adviſe you well, _ 
Youre better in a Huſbands Arms, 
You're better, &c. 
7 han leading Apes in Hell, „ 
Than leading, &c. ad 
os 
Vapſ. A Batchelor's a Cor morænt, 
A Batchelor's, &c. 
A Batchelar's a Drone, 
Fe eats and drinks : all Mens Coff, 
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He eats, &c. 
But ſeldom at bis own, 
B ut ſeldom, &c, 


_ Comb, Old Maids and fu 2% Batchelor 6 
Ou Mais, &c. 


At Morrioge: rail and Jow'r, 


Co auben the Fox cou'dn't reach the Grapes, | 
Bo auben, &c. 


He ery'd they all were ſow? > 


EPE. 
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EPILOGU E, 
Spoken by Mrs. CAN TRE L I the Three 
Firſt Nights. 


Me, of humane ſocial States the beſt, 

| Has been too long the Coxcomb's common Teſty 

While worn-out Reprobates, and filly Boys, 

Unworthy as unknowing of its Joys, 

Loudly exclaim againft the Nuptial Life, 

E xtol the Harlot, but cry down the Wife. 

To ſuch Extreams their ſaucy Sneers are carry, 

One aon d conclude their Mothers dy d unmarry'd. . 


To Virtues Glory ſee the Good and Great, 
Set bright Examples of the Marriage State. 
Behold our Sovereign Lord compleatly Bleſt, | 
And in his Queen, of all that's good poſſeſt: 
An his Illuftrieus Conſort CAROLINE, 
All Virtues, all Perfe&ions, ſplendid ſhine. 
Tho“ plac'd in the Sublimity of Life, 
Still a fond Mother, ſtill a tender Wife, 
Pattern of Virtue, and connubial Lowe, 


A Aniſbd Copy of the bleft Abooe. 


Ladies, Tnow muſt plead the Poets Cauſe, | 
He's your old Champion ral he hae Applauſe P 


If Value for our Sex can recommend, 
He's kuowwn by all to be a Woman's Friend. 
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Spoken after the Third Night, in the 
Bummer-Seaſon, at the Hoymarket. 
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. fee- with Pleaſure the faber Tocun, 
Won't let their veteran Bard be quite caſt down : 
Spight of Stage-Tyrants, and their partial Scop, 
He food his Tnyal, and came ns ly off. 
4 told him, if the Ladies did befriend him, 
He'd gain his Point, Succeſs would fure attend him, 
This Little Houje, this Seaſon of the Year, 
The Town ſo thin, might give the Man ſome Fear: 
But full of Hopes, he follow'd Fortune's Call, 
Better 4 Af it here, than not at all. 
Is a new Prafice,"tho' I ſee no Reaſon, 
To (put the Stage up all the Summer Seaſon, 
Our very Candle Jnuffer” s Winter's Pay, 
Will ſcarce ſupport him in a Summers Day. 
FL hy do our angry Granaſire's went their Rage, 
And perſecute ſo fierce their once lov'd Stage, ©: 
Loſt to all Tafie of cuſtomary Foys, . F 
Theſe old Men quite forget they once avere Roger, 4 
FIELDING ard OAT ESS way fray for London's - ö 
Mayr, 
He's granted them a Holida) this Fair. 
Toy hither bring your Daughters, Friends and Spouſes 
OL fnd D-verſion, fo you" i find full Houſts. 
4 won't pretend the Tip-top to excel, \ 
But tis ſome kind of Merit to mean ail | 


